














THE GHOST. 





N° XXI. 


FarryLanp, Wepnespay, July 6. 1796. 





Alte volitans Heronius ipfe. 
PoLemo-Mippinia. 


A fecond Thomas, or at once 
To name them all, another Duns. 
Hopipras, 


Befides, ’tis known he could {peak Greek, 
As naturally as pigs can fqueak : 
That Latin was no more difficile, 
Than for a blackbird ’tis to whiftle. 
Ibip. 





‘A N unbounded defire to pleafe mortals has been the caufe of my ha- 

¥ ving fo much indulged earthly correfpondents. Our Ghofts have 
not had many opportunities to lay before the world the fruit of their in- 
quiries. I fhall therefore devote this Paper to fome private fcenes, which 
my fpiritual nature enables me to unfold. Laft Friday evening, af- 
ter diverting myfelf with the different characters who, attracted by 
the beauty of the night, pafled through the ftreets of Edinburgh, I 
refolved to enter invifible under fome roof; and chance led me to 
the abode of a Maker of Books. His afpeét was ghaftly ; and in his 
eyes I could perceive figns of frequent vigils. His apartment bore 
all the marks of the refidence of an author. Books of all defcrip- 
tions filled the room. Encyclopedias, Diétionaries, Epitomes, Sy{- 
tems, Compilations, Magazines, Hiftories, Travels, and Political Pam- 
phlets, were fcattered about. In a fheif lay feveral hundreds of the 
learned writer’s own produdtions ; many of his early Works he fcarce- 
ly knew by name; nay, fome had fo often changed their titles, that 
it was uncertain whether they were Effays, Novels, Hiftories, or 
Travels. Whether originals or tranflations, was equally doubtful. In 
the hurry of compofition, he often thought he was compiling from the 
moft eminent authors, when only ftealing from himfelf: thefe are the 
effeéts of inceflant labour. This gentleman was, moreover, a pillar -f 
the Church ; but having no benefice, his Theological learning was only 
difplayed in the Supreme Ecclefiaftical Court of this country, where he 


annually appeared in the character of a Ruling Elder. Let not, how- 
ever, 
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‘ever, my readers fuppofe, that he never compofed fermons : No; Robert 


Durie has more than once exhibited himfelf in the pulpits of this city : 
he is always ready to ferve his friends, of which a memorable in- 
ftance lately occurred. Having paffed the Saturday evening with fome 
profeffional companions, and it appearing, about five next morning, that 
one of the worthy party had incautioufly burned the fermon he was to 
have delivered that day, our hero undertook, for a wager of bread and 
cheefe, and a dozen of porter, to fupply his friend’ s place, and preach 
a fermon upon drunkennefs: this he did, to the aftonifhment of the 
audience.—Of Phyfic and Chemiftry, he had picked up enough to tran{- 
late books ‘on. thefe fubjeétsy :which he undertook at the ufual price. 
When the Bookfeller thought the name of Duns would ferve any pur- 
pofe, his modefty did not prevent him from allowing it to adorn the 
title-page. His execution of Hiftory and Travels was equally rapid ; 
and while in political {cience he inflructed the Minifter, he difdain- 
ed not to amufe the multitude, through the medium of a Magazine; or 
inftruG them by fyftems of Geography and Natural Hiftory, fuited to . 
their capacities; in the goodnefs of his heart,, he would even puff 
4 literary friend in an advertifement. Such was Robert Duns. He 
had, however, his foibles. The charms of a frail fair one would often 
interrupt the progrefs of Magazine inftru@tion ; and, in the phrenzy “a 
defire, he would fometimes leave the {ciflars flicking in the midft of 
paragraph. 

When I entered, the Reverend Author was in the ac&t of conclu- 


ding a chapter of a New and Original Geography—On tke table lay 


Guthrie’s Grammar, Salmon’s Geography by Tytler, Mezrula, Bul- - 
ching, and others, with fome of the writer’s own original Tranflations 
of Travels. He had juft informed the world, from Merula, of the 
character of the French nation,—that they were uncivilifed barba- 
rians, totally divefted of gallantry, and remarkably flovenly, while a 
gleom was imprinted in their countenance, ever preventing the appear- 
ance of hilarity, enemies to dances and mufic, &c. Having finifhed 
this, he began a Preface to an Englifh tranflation of a Syftem of Natural 
Hiftory for Children ; there he extoiled the Author, the difintereftednefs 
of the Publifher, and paid a very neat compliment to his brother the 
Tranflator : “ What an advantage,” exclaimed he, “ it is to know how 
to write '!—one of your ftupid fellows would have been. reading this 
book—but ‘without that drudgery, what a preface I have made !—no 
fear, my abilities will carry me through the world.” 

At this moment entered a legion of Printers Devils, all fqualling after 
Mr Duns. One brought an Effay againft Religion ; ; a fecond, an An- 
fwer to Paine’s Age of Reafon; a third, a fheet of Memoirs of the French 
Revolution ; a fourth, part of a Magazine, containing a Diilertation on 
the origin of Gloves ; and a fifth had the author’s review of his own 
laft Political Pamphlet, in which he criticifed himfelf, in a ftyle equally 
candid and philofophical.—All were in a great hurry, and treated him with 
the moft familiar contempt.—* My mafter,” fays one, “ muft have the 
Effay on Gloves at three o’élock, to fend off by the carrier.” —“ Damn 
you,” fays another, “the prefs is ftanding ftill for you.”——This imper- 
tinence was interrupted by the entrance of the Bookfeller himfelf. His 


imperious knock had thrown the whole group into difmay. His counte- 
nance 
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nance was feroeious ; and, in a threatening attitude, he thus imprecated 
our frightened hero :—“ What, Sir! do you think I am to fuffer this 
idlenefs ? Not finifhed the Preface ? and where is the colle€tion of Moral 
‘Difcourfes, and the Political Economy ?—But what Morals or Politics can 
I expect from a diffipated wretch !—Once for all, my friend, if you do 
not conclude the works on hand, particularly the Tranflation of the Prin- 
ciples of Politenefs, I fhall tranflate you to a jail. Yes, you fpendthrift 
dog ; you would bea gentleman, get drunk, and not be contented with 
your half-guinea a-week ?—Very fine indeed—and you pretend to be 
an original too? Did not I catch you clipping a whole theet of a fpeech 
of Sir Robert Walpole for your Efflay on the Finances ?—But, mark me, 
you fhall orily have half-price for clipped work ; and don’t you think 
of cheating me.”——The Knight of the Quill would fain have called 
up a little of his plentiful ftock of affurance; but the frown of the 
retailer of knowledge infpired fuch a degree of awe, that Robert’s 
courage forfook him. He, however, ventured to intreat his patron te 
fupply him with five fhillings; and moft fubmiffively promifed atten- 
tion and amendment. Bibliopola, unbending his brow, was gracioufly 
pleafed.to grant forgivenefs, and, with generofity unexpected, advanced 
a whole week’s falary ;—not, however, without a fuitable exhortation 
‘to diligence and fobriety. 

Mr Bookfeller now left his fiend to his refle@ions. While he was 
‘confidering how to fpend his riches, a nymph _ entered, whefe appear- 
ance ‘befpoke not the extreme of chaitity, and announced Mon/reur 
le Chevalier Empyrivo-modefio, Knight of the order of the Monkey. She 
was followed by the Chevalier himfelf; who, faluting the Reverend 
Duns, with an addrefs altogether his own, and. pulling, off his white 
glove, took him by the hand in the moft engaging manner :—“ Lumi- 
nary of Science,” exclaimed he, “ behold a man of family, and of let- 
ters, who folicits your friendfhip. You cannot be a ftranger to the 
name of Empyrico-modefto ; and no man of letters can enter Edinburgh 
without hearing of the fame of Robert Duns. My dear friend, for fuch 
let me call you, our minds are congenial ; our abilities, though varied, 
equally command refpect from the learned world, and excite the envy of 
the feribbling tribe. This fellow, who has called himfelf a Ghoft, has 
traduced my perfon, my talents, my knighthood !—is not this infamous ! 
This reptile detracts from all men of genius. Has my Duns efcaped 
his fatirizing pen ?”—This harangue was received by our hero with a 
fmile of complaifance, Starting from the fiool, and embracing his 
gueft,—‘* My dear Ghevalier,” fays he, “ we are indeed friends, ev 449} 
in talents, both vilified by an infernal Spirit; let us fwear etern~; war 
again{t this Phantom. Yes, my dear friend, I too have been attacked. 
That was to be expected ; merit will have enemies; but common de- 
cency ought to have protected a ftranger of your rank 2d eminence in 
literature, from the gall of this compiler of Eflays.” “ It is true,” re- 
joined the Knight ; “ but to bufinefs. I have compofed a Comedy, at- 
ter the manner of Juvenal, in which this Ghoft, and all other malevolent 
detractors from my fame, fhail feel the fatire of my pen. It is written, 
my friend, in pure French, the airs in the Italian of Tufcany ; but, ex- 
cept /ome Profeffors, there are, I am afraid, few who can go into the 
beauties of thefe languages. You, my deareft Duns, difdain not to in- 
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ftru& the unlettered ‘multitude by your tranflations. To you.I look 
for the introduétion of my Comedy to the Public of Edinburgh’; it is. 
yours to give it an Englifh drefs: Can you refufe to’help me, my dear 
Chevalier?” This unexpected title produced a wonderful effe@ upon 
the afpeé& of the Reverend Author: the livid hue of his countenance 
fuddenly turned into a pale purple.-—“ Alas!” fays he, “I have not the 
honour of knighthood ; the only dignities I can afpire to are ecclefiaftical.” 
— What,” fays Modefto, “ no knight! I hereby inveft you with the 
Golden Spur, homo nafeit, caballerus facitur—Joyex chevaher. The whole 
expence of your diploma amounts only to two guineas.” —“ Two gui- 
neas!” exclaims Duns; “ it is a fortune, my dear Monfier ; it would 
be the reward of four weeks labour.”—“ Valame Dios Senor /crivano, 
the diploma may be difpenfed with ; call yourfelf a knight, it is enough; 
if you want certificates, apply to me.”——“ Brother,” fays the Knight 
of the Spur, “ you overcome me; I can conceal nothing from the 
Knight of the Monkey. Know, then, that I have fworn to extermi- 
nate this Phantom. Look here,” fays hé, reaching a manufcript from 
his fhelf; “‘ heré is a Ghof Extraordinary. In a few days it fhall be. 
given to. the world. As a. compahioh to the Triumph of Modefty, it 

all iffue ffom the prefs. Let ‘our joint ‘talents aftonifh the Literati ; 
let us exhibit together the effufions of genius. ‘The recital of my Che- 
valier’s: Comedy fhall be enlivened with interludal readings of my Ghoft 
Extraordinary. ‘Then fhall Phantom fink into night, and the affociated 
Chevaliers triumph over their vanquifhed foe. . It is, however, time-that 
we tegale ourfélves, and drink fuccefs to our plan. I will lead you, my 
dear friend, to a fociéty of kind fair ones.” —“ My dear Duns, it is im- 
poffible—xn engagement—qu'elle ef charmante!—ob che piacere !—the 
hufband’s gone—But I have ftill another appointment : Don’t.you know 
that I'am going tobe married ?—A rich widow! You, my ffiend, fhall 
tie the knot ; adieu mon cher chevalier.” 





An Advertifement, compofed of French words, has appeared in the Courant of the 
4th infant, recommending oné CHEVALIER MANFREDI as a teacher of the French 
and Latin languages. ; I prefume the gentleman whofe name is affixed to it has had no 
hand in this performance. The language is ungrammatical, the idiom not Frénch, the 
accentuation altogether incorrect. I have feen no fpecimen of the Doétor’s Latin ;~nor 
Rave the former Patronifers of the Chevalier given me an opportunity to judge of their 
knowledge of-the Italian, French, or Spanifh.—Who certifies for the Portuguefe ? 


The continuation of the flory of Alphonfo in the next Number. 








